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Night One 


Author's Notes: 
This story is a multi-band fanfiction. There were too many bands to select so | left it to just one. 


Junko's POV 
| thought | might find you here." 


The soft, autumnal breeze flicked my hair as | angled my face toward a very familiar voice. Collette was 


strolling towards me, blonde hair tied into a loose bun that she totally pulled off. 
"Yeah, just thinking," | replied. "Reading." 


| hold up my book and then set it down on my lap. She made herself comfortable next to me and leaned her 


head on my shoulder. 


"How come you're not in class?" | asked. 


Finished at two today." She replied, staring across the field. 

The field spanned down in a rush of green towards the main campus. It was an old building that had been 
undergoing repairs for a few months now. It was one of the oldest colleges in the US and the place | had 
decided to spend the rest of my school life. 


"Hey, Hunter's walking down the stairs." Collette grinned at me. 


My gaze immediately snapped up from the book | was pretending to read. Hunter was, indeed, walking down the 
steps from the main building, flanked by two of his friends. 


"We should totally-" Collette giggled, but | cut her off. 


"No, nope, not in a million years. You know that we don't talk on campus." | replied, shuffling under the pressure 


of her gaze. 

‘Oh, come on. Who made up that stupid rule, anyways?" Collette snapped. 

| wanted to remind her that Hunter had set up that rule. He didn't associate with us at college. Reputation was 
still important in college, just as much as high school. Hunter made his way across the quad. | lowered my 
eyes. It was Friday so we'd see Hunter tonight. 

"Liam has found somewhere awesome tonight." Collette said, turning her eagle-eyed glare from Hunter to me. 


"Really? Where?" | asked, like | really wanted to know. 


"His cousin got the keys to the most haunted house in town," Collette continued. "Its been declared 


uninhabitable. No one has lived there in, like, forever." 


| glanced across the quad again. Hunter and his friends were throwing a football back and forth. | shifted 


nervously and Collette noticed. 

"Maybe this time we'll hit the jackpot." She grinned. 

| sure hoped we didn't. We went on these little ghost hunts all over the town and even to some places that 
were out of state. We'd caught orbs, sure. We'd heard knocking sounds, definitely. We'd never actually seen an 
actual ghost though. Liam always said it was more about the feeling; like how you feel you're being watched. | 
got that feeling a lot from my Mom's cat, Potato, but only when he was hungry. 


"Plus | could work it so you're alone with Hunter." She waggled her eye brows at me. 


Alone with Hunter? And what would we do whilst alone? Why, what | usually did when we were forced into 


each others company. I'd make terrible small talk and he'd pretend to care. 


Besides he was already dating Victoria Clark | was fairly certain she'd be unhappy if her boyfriend was alone 
with another girl. 


"He's got a girlfriend” | sighed. 


"Yeah, but Victoria and her underbite are no match for you." Collette laughed, and | rolled my eyes, cracking a 


smile at her humour. 


The wind gusted across the quad, picking up strength. Collette rubbed her arms. It was time to head back to 
the dorms. | grabbed my bag, slinging it over my shoulder and trailed after Collette. The sun was still quite 
high but the nights were slowly beginning to fade into dusk earlier and earlier. 


We walked side by side towards the dorm, passing a few other students as we did so. Some nodded at Collette 
because she was bright and social. Collette and | arrived at our dorm and she pushed open the door since it 


was too heavy for me. 
I'll see you in a couple of hours." She grinned when she stopped at her door. 
| smiled and ambled down the hallway. | could hear laughter from one room as | passed. 


Shelley must have been talking to Andrea again. The corridor wound round a sharp bend and | paused at my 


door, unlocking it. 


| closed the door and set my bag down. Tonight seemed like it would be cold so I'd need to wear a coat and 
maybe a beanie. | perched on the edge of my bed and picked up the book Liam had lent me. The Everything 
Ghost Hunting Book. The spine snapped slightly when | opened the book. Liam had obviosly read this book a lot 
before he lent it to me. 


The page | turned to showed a grainy photo of a figure on the stairs of an old house. | stared at the photo 


and turned the page. It seemed almost romantic to want to believe in ghosts. | glanced away from the book to 


the window. 
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The sound of knocking made me leap up. A cursory glance at my bedside clock told me it was 18:45. | must 
have fallen asleep, looking at the ghost book, obiviously. The knocking continued until | rushed to the door. 
Opening the door, | was greeted by Collette's disgruntled face. 


"Good evening to you too" She said, chuckling at my dishevelled look. 


She barged past me. She was wearing leggings, a jumper and a pair of Ugg boots. Her blonde hair was plaited. | 
knew | looked like a troll compared to her. She stayed whilst | combed my dark hair until it looked tidier. | threw 
on a baggy hoodie, ignoring Collette's protests. | stuffed a beanie on my unruly hair and dragged her from my 


room. 


The dorm hallways were alight with noise as girls went out to meet boyfriends and friends. The dorm stairs 
were lit by a single street light that made the whole street seem eerie. Liam was already waiting, parked out 
front in his green Volvo. 


"Good Eveing ladies." He grinned. 


Hunter was next to him in the passenger seat and he smiled at us both. Collette opened the door and we both 
crawled into the back seats. The door shut and we pulled away from the side walk and into the night. 


"SpringWood House has been abandonned since the 1980s. Part of the building has fallen into a state of 


disrepair." Hunter was reading from a webpage on his phone. 
"What haunts this place?" Collette asked, leaning forward. | stayed silent, watching the road speed by. 


"Apparently the ghost of a creepy, old hag haunts the upper floor," Hunter continued. "However the downstairs 
area is haunted by a ghost known as The Lady of SpringWood. She was a beautiful bride murdered by her 
husband." 


My eyes snapped forward. | could see Hunter's phone screen. A photo was on the screen It was a picture of a 
window of the house. Through the curtains was a figure that seemed to resemble a woman, staring forlornly 


through the decaying window. A small part of me felt sorry for this ghost. 


The drive continued in silence until we arrived at SpringWood. Liam had to drive the car up a wooded slope 
towards the house. The house itself was beautiful, even in a state of disrepair. Liam cut the brakes and | 
finally got a good look at SpringWood. It was two storeys high with stairs leading to the front porch. What 


drew my eye was the stained glass window in the middle of the second storey. 
"Looks like the Amityville” Hunter chuckled. 
| disagreed completely. We all got out the car and Liam opened the boot. Our first job was to set up the 


cameras and then I'd sit in home base and watch them for anything whilst the others walked round with EMF 


meters. 
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‘Can you see me?" Collette asked. 


| was sitting in the dining room of SpringWood. Two laptops were open in front of me. One screen split between 
the upstairs hallway and the bedroom where the 'hag' haunts. Collette was testing the one in the lounge where 


the ‘lady of SpringWood' was said to be. 
| can see you." | murmured into my walkie talkie. 


Collette grinned and gave a thumbs up. She moved away from the camera and | heard her footsteps creak 
towards the kitchen. | sighed, shifting in the fold out chair. Liam had gone down to the basement and Hunter 


was upstairs. 


My eyes left the camera to glance around the room. The wall paper was faded, but it was decorated in some 
hideous flower pattern, quite popular to grandma's. There was some furniture left over but it had been 
covered by white sheets. | shifted and then looked at the camera, taking a sip from my thermos. 


A face was staring at me from the camera in the bedroom. Not a hag, definitely not a hag. A young guy was 
staring at the camera. | swallowed my coffee and stared at the thermos then back to him. His features were 
soft, but angular. His hair was long and had a slight fringe. His eyes then seemed to lock with mine, staring at 


me. 


He lifted his finger to his lips and | realised he was telling me to be quiet. A sly grin appeared on his face. | 
hesitated then lifted the walkie talkie. 


"H-hunter, there's a guy in the main bedroom." | stuttered. 

"A guy?" Hunter sounded as confused as | felt. 

| waited and glanced at the camera again. The screen had blurred and static rinsed over the frame. Then the 
camera returned as Hunter walked into the room. | watched him explore the room, opening cupboards, peeking 
under the bed and behind curtains. 

"There's no one here now" Hunter said, sounding slightly annoyed. 

My mouth opened in slack-jawed horror. That guy couldn't have gotten out of there without Hunter noticing 
him. Hunter sighed and left the room, closing the door. When | glanced back up, the guy was staring at the 
camera again. 


"Naughty girl.” He grinned. 


| gathered my courage and glared at the camera. | picked up the baseball bat that Liam bought along in case 


of intruders. 


"Gonna fight me with that, baby girl?" The guy was grinning again. How could he see what | was doing? 


Night Two 


Dang right | was gonna fight him with this baseball bat. | stared at the camera and the guy stepped back, 


beckoning his finger towards the camera. 

‘I'm all yours, sweetheart" He smirked. 

| gripped the handle of the bat and nodded. Marching towards the stairs, | immediately felt less brave than 
before. How had Hunter not seen that guy? Where'd he go when Hunter entered the room? Never mind all that 
seemingly important information that | should probably think about before | go barging into that room. 

| mounted the stairs and used my phone torch for light. The attic door was still open so Hunter must still be 
exploring up there. | snuck by and got to the main bedroom, where the hag was supposed to haunt. Maybe 
people were wrong. What if the ghost wasn't a hag, just a guy with long hair. | gripped the door knob and 
turned it. 

The door creaked open and | was greeted by a dusty looking bedroom. The carpets were threadbare and the 
furniture had been left uncovered. It all looked ancient. The door shut behind me and | whirled round, still 
gripping the bat. He was here, standing behind the door. 

Up close, this guy was slightly taller than me. | was only 5 foot so he must have been around five foot five. 
He was wearing a leather jacket and jeans. His hair was brown and sat just above his lean shoulders. He wasn't 
making a move to hurt me though. 

"What're you doing here, sweetheart?" He asked. 

"None of your business." | snapped. 

"It is my business. You're interfering here and things could go bad" He replied, glancing round the room. 

"How'd you get here?" | ignored him. 


"| was sent here." He grinned. 


| frowned at that. The house creaked suddenly and | looked round. My eyes flicked to him and he shrugged, but 


the way his jaw tensed meant something was happening. 


"You and your friends need to leave." He said, grabbing my wrist in a very cold hand and pushing me towards 


the door. 


"No way. What's going on here?" | whirled round, pointing the end of the bat at him. 


‘Oh, please," He rolled his eyes, snatching the bat and throwing it across the way. 

The house creaked again and the window opposite suddenly flew open. Wind spliced round the room and | was 
shielded from it by him. From behind his lean frame | could see a woman in the window, outlined by the glow of 
the moon. 

"Target sighted, Tris." The guy spoke into a device on his wrist. 

"Okie Dokie. I'll let Roger and David know." A perky voice said. 

The woman in the window turned. The guy covered my mouth with his hand. The woman, or ghost, or 
whatever had long, lank hair that shimmered. Her eyes were holes and her fingers ended in sharp talons. She 
seemed to be having a hard time focusing. The ghost sniffed the air and her sockets fell on us by the door. 
She snarled and levitated into the air. 

| was pushed sideways. He'd saved me. | lifted my aching body in time to see her swipe at him. He jumped back 
with agility that no ordinary human could possess. | needed to help him. | couldn't lie here and do nothing. My 
eyes landed on the baseball bat. | crawled towards it, grasping the handle. 

| swung it and it went straight through the ghost. She turned mid-air and hissed at me. | must have tripped 
as | landed on the ground, eyes staring at the ceiling. The ghost leaned over me, taloned hands gripping my 
arms. Her nails cut in and | prepared myself for death. An electric bolt went through her and her grip 


loosened. | watched as the ghost levitated and shattered like glass. 


My gaze went across the room. There were two more guys standing there, aiming guns. They both lowered 
the weapons and the guy from before rushed over. 


"Are you ok? Did it hurt you?" He asked. 
"l'm gonna puke." | murmured, rolling over and throwing up. 


Yep, this was definitely a high point in my life. My hair was moved and | realised he was holding my hair back. | 
sat up slowly. 


"Target was eliminated, Tris." One of the guys across the way said. 

"Awesome job, guys." The girl's voice said again 

"We have a human witness though." He said, and waited, offering me a pleasant smile. 
"Oh that sucks. Is the human injured?" The girl asked. 


"Hold on, I'll check," He replied "Keith, is she injured?" 


The guy, Keith looked me over, gripping my arms and analysing. There was a slight scratch on my right arm 
where the ghost's nail had dug in. 


"There's a scratch." He said, thoughtfully. 
"Aww, bad luck," The girl, Tris, said. "Bring her in for a health check." 
"Yay, awesome." Keith grinned, standing. 


Before | could protest he'd picked me up like a sack of potatos. He pressed a button on the device on his wrist, 
which was made slightly difficult by me being in his arms. 


The air nearly left my lungs and | closed my eyes at the sudden increase in pressure. When my eyes opened, 


we were standing in a foyer. 


What the heck was happening? The sound of heels on the floor made me look round. A girl was marching 
towards us. Her hair dark purple and her bright eyes looked exuberant. 


‘On behalf of his excellency King Lucifer, | welcome you to the NetherWorld" She was talking to me. | blinked 
stupidly at her. "I'm Beatrice." 


Keith set me down and | nearly lost my footing, but managed to shake her hand. She beamed brightly. 
"She puked a minute ago." Keith warned her and she stepped back, looking nervous. 


"May | see your injury, please?" She asked. 
| held out my arm and she stared at the wound. What was she looking for? 


"There's no venom around the wound. I'll get some anti-venom just in case. Were there other humans?" Tris 


asked, straightening up. 

"Yeah, three more. | wiped their memories though." The guy with the slight beard said, grinning. 

The other guy's eyes widened and he looked concerned, "Did you manage successfully this time, David?" 
"I think so, | mean, yeah | assume so." David replied, eyes looking everywhere. 


Well that was reassuring. My friends could have had their memories wiped so throughly they won't recall the 
past two weeks. The guy next to David looked at me again and smiled. 


‘Sorry, your friends will be fine," He said, then held out a hand to me. "I'm Roger.” 


| took his hand, noting it was cold too, like something very dead. He had a firm grip. He let go and grabbed 
David's shoulder. 


"Go report to Chris." Tris shouted after them. 


She smiled at me and proceeded to drag me down a hallway away from the foyer. We walked up a flight of 


stairs and along another corridor. She stopped at a door and | followed her inside. 

This was a hospital. There were beds lining the walls, none of which were occupied. Tris motioned for me to sit 
down. | was still in so much shock that | complied and stared around nervously. Keith sat down next to me, 
following my gaze as | went round the room. 

"You'll be fine." He reassured me. 


"T-thank you." | murmured. 


My throat burned and | could still taste bile. My hair was a mess | was certain of it. Tris reappeared, holding a 


lime green pill and a glass of some liquid. 

"Might taste a little weird for humans, but won't do you any harm." She said, handing me both items. 

| gripped the pill and stared at it. The shades of green hit the lights above my head and made the pill look like 
it was changing colours. The drink she'd handed me smelt like cucumbers. | put the pill in my mouth and took a 
big gulp of the liquid It tasted revolting, but | swallowed and nearly threw up again, heaving a little. 


"I'l need to tell Chris." Tris said, and Keith nodded. 


His jaw was set again in that concerned way. | really wanted to go home now, back to my dorm room and make 


sure my friends were still alive. 

"Can | go home now?" | asked. 

"Well, | need to monitor you for a bit" Tris replied. 

She glanced at Keith and they went over to the door and left me there. | could just about hear their voices. 
Something about me being able to see them in the human world. | felt like I'd broken some unwritten rule and 
it left me anxious. | could hear retreating footsteps and the door opened. Keith reappeared and he smiled. 
"You should rest," He said, noticing my wary glance. "Nothing will happen to you." 

| closed my eyes and tried to relax. When | opened them again | was alone. | sat up, staring wildly around the 


room. Where had Keith gone? | felt stupid to say that he was someone | relied on | could hear voices outside. | 


heard Tris. She sounded like she was reasoning with someone. The door opened and | sat myself up in the chair. 


Another guy walked in. His black hair was long, trailing past his shoulders. On closer inspection, he had dark 
eyes that seemed almost crimson. Three piercings were in his lips. The silver of the piercings stood out against 


his pale skin. His features were severe and his gaze was cold. He saw me and walked over. He was wearing a 
black suit. 

"Are you the human?" He asked. 

He sounded young, but there was something about him that seemed older than what he was. | shuddered and 
shrank down slightly under his glare. Tris tapped his shoulder and whispered something. He focused on her 
words for a second before glaring down at me again. 

scared me so much. 


| was told that black venom had got into your body through a scratch." He said. 


Tris leaned down, offering an apologetic smile and showing him the scratch from the ghost. He stared at it 
then at me. 


"She took some anti-venom three hours ago." Tris said, allowing my arm to sag. 
"And is it true you can see the ghosts as humans call them?" He snapped. 


| had seen the woman. | had tried to swing a baseball bat at her. | nodded and Chris analysed me with those 
dark eyes. His sharp glare left me and went to Tris. 


"Send her home." He said, and turned to leave. 
Tris nodded and held out a hand to me. | accepted and stood on very shaky feet. She led me down a hallway 
and towards the foyer. We paused in the middle of the room and she grasped my hand. 


"Well, this is goodbye, Junko." She sounded sad. 

"Y-yeah | guess so. Will you tell Keith thank you for saving me." | replied, and she smiled again. 

| closed my eyes as the pressure exploded through my body and when | opened them again | was standing in 
the middle of the quad, facing away from the campus. Tris was gone and a breeze whipped round me. My 
phone was in my pocket. | pulled it out only to find it dead. | suddenly remembered Collette and the others. 

| turned and ran back to the dorms. My heart was pounding as | did so. By the time | got to the double doors | 


was wheezing hard. | was so physically unfit. | mounted the steps with difficulty and practically knocked 


Collette's door down. | was so surprised when she opened it, looking freaked out. 


"Hey, Junko, what's going on?" She asked, grasping my shoulders. 
"You, and me, and ghosts." | was making no sense. 


She pulled me inside and | sat on her bed, sipping some water she gave me. Finally after an eternity my heart 


stopped feeling like it would burst out my chest. 

"Are you ok?" She asked. 

"Did we go ghost hunting tonight?" | asked, and her eyebrows knitted together. 
"No, Liam was feeling unwell so he bailed" She replied 


I'd gone back in time. | could remember everything, but Collette couldn't. Well, it had never happened to her. | 


needed to think fast otherwise I'd look like a crazy person 
"Oh yeah, sorry must have panicked" | said, fighting to keep my voice jovial. 
"You must of had a bad dream." Collette suggested. 


| nodded and finished the water. | left her room then, feeling humiliated. | got to my room and slumped on the 


bed. Tiredness came in thick waves and | fell into an uneasy sleep. 


Night Three 


Author's Notes: 
Bands featured in this story will be Black Veil Brides, Motionless in White, Pink Floyd, ELP and many others 


because | love music. 


‘Did you hear the rumours?! 
‘| heard she was abducted! 


My eyes flicked behind me, surveying the canteen It was a quiet and kind of dull Tuesday. I'd spent the whole 
weekend locked in my bedroom, thinking about the events that took place on Friday. Once I'd convinced myself | 


was sane | decided to leave my room and spend some time being social. 


Today | was seated with Collette, who was munching noisily on a salad and holding a gossip magazine in one 
hand. All around me people were whispering and it was hard not to notice. During my hiatus in my dorm room, 


a girl had gone missing on campus. This kind of thing didn't happen very often 


It took all of a day to instate a curfew. A poster was across the way with the girl's face on it. She looked 
pretty and well-liked judging by the picture chosen. It was her with a smile and a her arm round another girl. 


Her face had been conviniently circled in each poster. 


| floated to my last lecture after lunch and ignored Liam's requests to do a ghost hunt in SpringWood. He 
couldn't help it. He had no memory of Friday night. My mind was in and out of my lecture, vaguely wondering if 


what | had experienced was a dream or reality. Once my lecture was over | made my way to the dorms. 
The curfew would start at seven. People were still wandering round, but it was only four forty. | wanted to 
have a shower and think about everything that had happened. | walked into someone and looked up, only to 
realise it was Hunter. Would he talk to me? 


"Watch it" Victoria was with him and he trailed after her. 


| was forced back into reality. | wanted to scream, but couldn't. | strolled across the quad and something else 
caught my eye. A guy was standing by the far wall. | frowned at his familiarity and walked over before | could 
stop myself. 

"Keith?" | asked, and he glanced at me. 


Recollection lit up his features, “Junko, whatre you doing here?" 


"I go to college here. Why're you here?" | asked. 
Keith looked uncomfortable for a moment and it didn't seem like he wanted to tell me what he was up to. 


“Apparently something has been abducting students. This college and another were hit over the weekend." He 
replied 


Something? That sounded ominous. | looked around the campus. The wind had picked up and was cutting across 


the quad. 
"What if it's a creeper? Shouldn't we leave it to the police?" | pointed out. 
"Two girls have been spirited away. Chris doesn't think it's a local creeper." 


Ah yes, to be reminded of his boss made my entire body break out in a nervous sweat. The guy terrified me 


beyond belief. | wanted to help, but | also didn't want to get on Chris’ bad side. 

"Can | help?" | asked. 

"Well, its kinda against the rules, but you can see them too so it might come in handy" He replied 

| fist pumped and he chuckled. | reminded myself | was in public so weird behaviour wouldn't be tolerated 
"We'd need to clear it with Chris," Keith continued, then noticed my face become pale. 

"Or we could not tell him and sneak around" 


| liked that idea better. We could sneak around until we were inevitably caught and then face Chris' wrath 
afterwards. My heart thudded at the thought. 


"Ok, where should we start?" | asked, brushing aside my terror. 
"You're gonna pretend like my boss doesn't scare the hell out of you." He chuckled. 


Yeah I'm totally gonna do that. There was still the question of the curfew. | wouldn't be able to get out the 


front of my dorm so I'd have to climb out my window. 
"IFs like a kamikakushi." | said, and Keith frowned. "It means to be spirited away by gods." 
"Ha, Gods don't have time for that trivial shit." He replied. 


"O-ok, good to know," | said, slightly perplexed. | still had no idea what Keith was. 


"Meet me tonight at the 24 hour cafe down the street." 


"Fine by me." He replied. 
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It dawned on me at around quarter to seven that | was breaking so many rules. | peeked out my door to see 
Alison, the dorm's mother, standing by the entrance. She'd already prevented a couple of people from leaving. 
She was no match for my stealth though. | closed the door and slipped on my black hoodie, perfect for 


sneaking. 


| locked my door from the inside. My hands trembled as | did so. I'd never broken rules like this. | crept to the 


window and opened it. 
It only went up half-way, but that was enough for me. | slipped my legs out first until my toes touched the 
grass. My head went next and | glanced around. No sign of any teachers. | closed my window so it was ajar. | 


could prise my fingers under and slip back in undetected. 


| walked quickly and kept looking behind me. | didn't want to be cought and | also didn't want some creeper 
following me. | followed the road down towards the cafe at the end of the street. 


It was popular student hang-out, not that | went very often. There were students already inside so | wasn't 


the only rule breaker. 


| entered the cafe and sat down at a booth, picking up the menu and staring at the desserts first. Pecan pie 
sounded yummy. They had all the desserts as colourful pictures taken professionally. It was all so tempting. 


“Shouldn't it be dinner before dessert," A voice spoke from above me. 


| yelped and snapped my head round. Standing above me was Chris. His dark eyes analysed me. | immediately 


felt on edge. Why was he here? 
"U-um, hi." | blurted out. 


He chuckled and slid into the booth opposite, locking eyes with me and making me ten thousand times more 
freaked out. 


"You don't seem very good at following instructions, Junko.” He grinned, resting his chin on his palm. 


My eyes went to his hands, they were huge, bigger than mine. He could smother me with them. There were 


also tattoos on his knuckles, colourful ones. 


"What?" | said, because l'm so articulate. 


"You're breaking curfew, interfering with a mission, again and you're clearly incredibly articulate." He smirked, 


raising a brow at me. 


Did he just read my mind? | gulped and was relieved when a waitress appeared and filled the coffee mugs on 


the table. 

"Im trouble” | replied, pulling a mysterious face. | probably looked like an idiot 

"No, you're not," He chuckled then. "IIl allow you to help though: 

He was allowing me to help? Really? | must have looked stupified because he laughed and | couldn't help but 
think he had the most amazing laugh. | mean, Hunter had a cute laugh, but this was something else. This was 
better. 


‘Sorry, I'm late." Keith had appeared. He looked a little on edge when he saw Chris and |. 


He slid into the booth next to me. Chris tapped a button on the device on his wrist. | heard Tris say hello and | 


smiled at her chipper tone. 
"Tris, what information have you obtained?" Chris asked. 


"Right, here goes," Tris said, clearing her throat. "Both abductions happened over the weekend within hours of 
eachother. Both girls were last seen on their way to their respective dorms." 


"Any other history of abductions?" Keith asked. 


"This is where it gets weird. Apparently, around 30 years ago two girls disappeared around this time, same 
type of incident, and it happened 30 years before that. There are records of this going back as far as the 
1100s." Tris continued. 


"Something is feeding on them." Chris added. 

A shiver chased down my spine. | glanced around Keith and looked at the cafe patrons. A group of girls were 
seated across the way. They were talking and laughing animatedly. A couple was seated in the far corner. Their 
hands were interlaced and they were talking in low voices. 


‘| want this thing found with no casulties." Chris said. 


No pressure then. | glanced at Keith. He nodded and | did the same. With me involved there probably wouldn't 
be any casulties. | couldn't fight so my safety depended on the person next to me. 


"Is there any possiblity this could be a student?" | asked. 
"Good thinking, Junko. Nice to hear you again" Tris said, sounding happy. 


| stayed and listened to them talk. It felt surreal being here. | wondered if Collette should know what was 


happening, but | didn't want to worry her. | barely noticed that we were leaving and Keith was nudging my arm. 
"Let's go." He whined. 

"Oh yeah, ok." | replied 

The streets were dark when we got outside. Chris turned to face the two of us. 

"I'll make sure Jurko gets home safely." He said, and | felt sick with nerves all of a sudden 

| glanced at Keith and he grinned, clearly not getting what my issue was. Fine, go, leave me with your boss. 
Someone who liked me one minute and hated me the next. Although this could give me a chance to do some 
sleuthing. 


"See you tomorrow, Junko." Keith said, and he was gone in an instant. 


| was left with Chris. He motioned for me to follow. Walking in nervous silence seemed like fun. | glanced up at 


him. 
"So, | never asked what you guys are" | tried to brooch it with confidence. 
"Why don't you help Keith with this mission and then you can ask what we are." He replied. 


Thanks for nothing. We got to my window and i paused, glaring up at him. His lips tugged up slightly at the 


corners, like | was amusing to him. 

"Still not gonna tell me." | snapped. 

"| suspect Keith or one of the others will since they find your company interesting." He replied, shrugging. 
"And you don't?" | shot back. 

"I can take it or leave it" He said, raising a brow at my pout. 


| turned and prised my fingers under the window and lifted it carefully. | hopped up onto the ledge and climbed 
through, turning to say goodbye. He was gone. Seriously? What a jerk. 


Night Four 


"Someone weird? You mean, like you?" The girl | was talking to, asked, smirking at my dumbstruck face. 

It was Wednesday and | had asked a few people if they'd seen any freaks hanging about the campus, looking like 
they wanted to devour students. So far, I'd either been ignored or made fun of. I'd finished my classes early 
Today and this hardly seemed worth my time. 

The girl flicked her hair and sauntered off. | sighed and turned to head back inside the campus. As | did so, 
Hunter was walking down the steps. He glanced at me then looked away. 

Frustration bubbled up inside of me. If | was more confident I'd march after him and demand that he speak to 
me. Instead, | watched him walk across the quad. 

"Wow, you must really like him." A voice said. 

| turned round to find Keith leaning against the wall, following my line of sight. Hunter had reached the tree line 
at the edge of the quad and was talking to his friends. He turned and looked towards me. | ignored him right 
back and faced Keith. 

"He's an aquaintance." | replied. 

"An aquaintance that you're in love with?" He grinned. 

"No, I'm not. You've got it totally wrong." | shot back, then realised my insistent denial sounded false. 

"Clearly. Question is, why would you be in love with someone who ignores you like that?" He said. 

| sighed and glanced back at Hunter. He was talking to his friends. He had his head in the palms of his hands 
and was hunched over. | turned back round to find that Keith had moved slightly closer and was leaning against 
the stairs, watching. 

"We should explore inside the campus." | said, by way of avoding all questions. 

It was easy to get inside since it was broad daylight. Students were walking around, going to and from lectures. 
No one paid any notice to us until Collette appeared. She frowned and walked over. | wanted to hide in that 


instance. 


"Junko?" She said my name like she couldn't believe | was with a guy that wasn't Liam or Hunter. "Who is 


this?" 


"Collette, this is Keith," | murmured, and she smiled. 


"Hi." She held out a hand. Keith shook hands with her and stuffed his hands into his jean pockets. 


| chatted to Collette, trying to get her to see me later at the dorms. She didn't seem to get the hint and | 


wanted to groan in frustration Her eyes suddenly lit up with mischief. 
"Oh, | get it.” She grinned. 


| frowned. What did she get? | glanced at Keith to see if he understood what she was getting at. He smirked at 
me and | glared at him. Collette reached out and hugged me. 


‘I'm so happy you're moving on from Hunter. He's so not worth your time." She whispered, pulling back and 


walking past me. 

We walked on and it took me a few minutes to realise what she was implying. 

"She thinks we're together!" | said. 

"Wow, you're quick. Nothing gets past you." Keith chuckled. 

The corridors were emptying out as students either went to their dorms or went to their lectures. You could 
hear the faint sound of students in lessons, but it was a distant hum. The hallway curved round and we walked 
down the stairs onto the lower floor. This floor was where the music and arts classes were based. 

It was oddly quiet down here. | peeked into the classrooms. There were a few lectures taking place. These 
rooms were smaller so it was easy to see what was happening. One of the classrooms was empty, except from 
a piano in the corner. 


"We should keep moving." | said. 


Keith opened the door and | followed, whining all the way. He went straight for the piano and sat down. He'd 
lifted the cover before | could stop him. 


"What are you doing?" | whisper-yelled. 

| stopped short when he started playing. | watched in total confusion, then awe. He was good, not just good, but 
amazing. | stepped closer and stood next to the piano, smiling at last. Watching him play made all the fear | felt 
disappear. | don't know how long | stayed there, but he stopped eventually. 

Someone was clapping. We both looked round to see a girl standing in the doorway. She was smiling brightly, 
clapping enthusiastically. Her hair was plaited and as she stepped closer | noticed she was a few inches taller 


than me. Her bright eyes were rimmed by round glasses. 


"That was amazing." She said, letting out a breath she seemed to be holding in 


"Thanks." Keith smiled, looking away. 

"Do you go to this college? I've never seen you before." The girl continued. 

"No, | study overseas, actually." Keith replied. 

This girl seemed kind. | wondered if we could question her without freaking her out and making her leave. 


"Hey, do you mind if we ask you some questions?" | was careful. The girl glanced at me and nodded, still in the 


magic of the piano solo she'd seen a moment ago. "Have you noticed anyone weird hanging around campus?" 
She shook her head and | sighed. This was getting us nowhere. | was about to give up when she stopped me. 


"Wait. I've never seen anyone, but apparently in lecture hall 3-A, there is meant to be someone sitting in the 


empty chair at the back right corner, but when everyone leaves, there's no one there." 
"Sounds like an urban legend" Keith said. 
"Y-yeah, that's excatly what it is." The girl smiled, blushing. 


Yep, she definitely liked him. | got the sense she'd say anything if it made Keith happy so | knew we were good 


to continue. Keith seemed to realise this too. 
"Any other ghost stories, sweetheart?" He smirked. 


"W-well, apparently one of the lecture halls’ furniture gets moved during the night and the drama club have 


seen shadows moving around back stage." She continued, not taking a breath. 

Whatever had abducted the girls must be what was causing all the strange activity around the campus. It 
meant brekaing into the college at night, which would be very tricky to do. | could get expelled if | got caught. 
Plus, the curfew was still in place. 

"We should go." | said, and Keith nodded. 

"W-wait a moment," The girl called. "My name's Sophie. Will | see you again?" 

| glanced at Keith and he just shrugged. | glared at him. This poor girl was evidently smitten 


"Maybe, l'm on a break from studying." He grinned, and left. 


| waved at her, awkwardly, and followed him. Tonight wasn't going to be easy. I'd never been a rule breaker 


until recently. I'd already broken curfew and now I'd be entering the college without permission. 
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Dusk rolled round really quickly. I'd slept for a while after | arrived back at the dorm and I'd drank far too 
muich coffee. | turned my light off and opened the window again. My feet touched the grass and | glanced 
around, hoping that there'd be no sign of any adults. | left my window ajar again and used the shadows to 


sneak across the quad. 


The pathway weaved round towards the back of the college and | was blinded by a torch to my face when | 
got to the fire exit. 


"Oh, its just that human from last time." David grinned. 


He was seated on the wall. The torch was nowhere to be seen and | realised he was lighting flames on each 


finger. | stepped closer and arched my neck to look. 

"Got ya" He grinned when one flame lapped higher and nearly singed my hair. 

"Quit doing that." Roger snapped. 

He was peaking through a window. Eyes scanning the darkness. The back of the college was the oldest part. It 
was still waiting to be repaired and that included this fire exit. I'd discovered it when | tripped into the door 
last year and it opened without an alarm. I'd closed it at the time and told the secretary, but she didn't seem 
to care all that much. | think her passion died for dealing with students back in her thirties. 

| pressed a hand to the door and someone grabbed my arm. | glanced at Keith. 

"Are you insane? The alarm will go off” He hissed. 

"Nope, it won't" | replied, pushing the door. 

Slowly, it creaked open with a metallic screech. We entered the college quickly. The door slid closed and | stared 
down the corridor. No light was shining through the windows. Roger elbowed David and he lifted a hand, flames 
ghosted over his fingers, illuminating the darkness. 

The light was still dim so it as we walked it cast eerie shadows over the corridors. Our own shadows stretched 
across the floor and up to the wall. Lecture hall 3-A was down the hall and to the right. Footsteps echoed 
behind us and | glanced round. A giggle resonated throughout the hallway. It sounded like a child. If a child's 


ghost was haunting the campus then it couldn't possibly be what we were looking for. 


For some reason though, the demons with me had their weapons drawn. Another giggle bounced off the walls. 


"Sounds like a child" | whispered. 
"It does, doesn't it. Very convincing. Would you say it's a boy or a girl?" Roger asked. 


| listened again and | realised it sounded indistinguishable. It sounded neither female or male. A shadow danced 


across the wall. 
"Don't let them hurt me." A soft voice whispered. 


My eyes dartetd sideways to see a little, black shape next to me. | side-stepped, covering my mouth to keep 


from screaming. David aimed his weapon and a bolt of electric shot the shadow. It reeled back and hissed. 


"| didn't mean to hurt them," It said. "They were my friends. | want the girl with you to be my friend too. 
Won't you please let her be my friend?" 


The voice was distorting more and more. | whimpered and glanced around. A shadow darted across the way. | 
nudged Keith and he shot the spot. The ‘thing’ snarled and reeled back again, circling us. It then took off down 
the hallway, gaining momentum and size until it was no longer a child. Its laughter bounced off the walls, 


reverberating as we ran after it. 
"Shadow agents are the worst." David whined. 
"Shadow agent?" | asked. 


"They're awful, little bastards. They feed on human energy. This one has been feeding every thirty years, using 


urban legends as a means to get round colleges in the area" Keith was jogging next to me. 


Where were the girls though? Were they already gone? | supposed that must be true. The shadow slid under 
the door to lecture hall 3-A. Roger opened the door and stepped in first. The windows near the ceiling allowed 


faint light to filter into the room. A chair moved across the way and he aimed over there. 


| followed and looked around. | could see it, peering out from under a desk, red eyes glaring at the demons. | 
tilted my head in that direction. Keith got the hint and aimed. With a feral shriek he hit it. The shadow flipped 


the desk and writhed around in pain. 
"Nooo, | just wanted to be friends," It hissed. "They were lonely too. So lonely." 


The bolts coursed through it and with another snarl, it disintegrated, shattering into light. The room went quiet 
and | realised that it had gone. Hard to believe that it had caused so many problems. Keith lowered the gun, 
slipping it into the holster at the his side. Real, human footsteps echoed down the hallway. Great, we were in 


trouble now. 


David grabbed my arm and pulled me to his side. He pressed a button on the device on his wrist. | closed my 
eyes, waiting to be found, to be expelled When | opened my eyes, we were outside in an alleyway between the 
cafe and a store. | sat down on the floor. 

"Will the girls be found?" | asked. 

"Sadly no." Keith replied, sitting next to me. 

"Shadow agents use pocket dimensions to hide their prey." Roger said. 

At least, no more people would go missing now. It was a relief. | set my head against the wall, enjoying the cool 
feeling against my warm neck. I'd completed a mission with them. Now | could ask a question I'd been dying to 
ask since SpringWood House. 

"What are you guys?" | blurted it out, rather than be tactful. 

"Well, we're what humans call demons.” David replied. 

Demons? That word conjured up many bad things. When | was little I'd had a book of faerie drawings. The book 
was full of good faeries and bad faeries. The bad ones always looked beautiful in their own sinister way and 
looking at the three men with me, the same was true of them and of Chris. Beautiful. Sinister. Deadly. 
"Demons are the bad guys." | stated, automatically. 


"Do we look bad to you?" Keith said. 


| glanced at him. In the streetlight, he looked ordinary. Human. His eyes were like a humans. His dark hair was 


human. He looked like a human. 
"You look normal." | replied. 
"Good. That's how you think we look. In these forms we are" He grinned. 


He stood, holding out a hand and | accepted. | still had more questions, but | wasn't sure | wanted the answers 


so l'd leave it for today. 


Night Five 


To say | felt like crap that morning would be an understatement. | stood in front of my mirror, dragging a 
brush through my hair. There were dark shadows under my eyes and my skin was paler than usual. | left my 
room earlier than normal and walked down the hallway. It all seemed quiet. | could see the sun streaking into 
the dorm hallway. 

Pushing the doors open, | ambled down the steps, but paused when | felt like | was being watched. Whirling 
round, | noticed a guy was sitting on a wall. He looked strange. Actually he looked like nobody at this campus. 


Even the alternative kids would be amazed by him. 


His black hair was long and sticking up. He was wearing very tight trousers that looked like he'd spray painted 


them on himself as well as a leather jacket. He noticed me and smiled. His lips were red. He approached me. 
"You must be Junko." He grinned, flashing perfect, white teeth. 
"Yeah, and who are you?" | asked, stepping back slightly. 


"Wow, I'm amazed you'd tell a random stranger your name," He said, ignoring my question, blue eyes flashing 
mischeviously. 


| often didn't tell random people my name, but he'd seemed so friendly that | couldn't help but tell him. 

"Do you know Keith, by any chance?" | asked, and he nodded. 

Another demon? He looked too young to be a demon. He looked like he was a year or so older than me. 

I'm Andy, by the way" He said, following me when | started walking to class. 

"Hi, Andy." | smiled 

"Where you going?" He seemed genuinely interested. 

| have an English lecture to go to." | replied, and he pouted. 

| was told to retrieve you and not take no for an answer." He stated. 

Who the heck would have issued that kind of order? Oh, wait, give me one guess and I'll bet | can guess right. 
"Did Chris give you that order?" | asked, glowering at the young demon. 


"Maybe," Andy replied. "Ok, fine. He did. Please come. He doesn't like to be told no." 


Sounds ominous. | rolled my eyes and agreed. Andy seemed happier now and grabbed my hand in his. His hand 


seemed warmer due to the fingerless gloves he was wearing. 

The feeling of being propelled from my world to somewhere else was still awful. Andy let go of me when we 
were in the foyer of wherever they were based. | followed Andy this time. He led me down a hallway and up a 
flight of stairs. He paused at a large door and knocked. 

"Well, good luck" He grinned, walking away. 

"Wait, you're not coming in with me." | said, freaking out. 

"Nope, just you alone," He replied. "See you real soon, Junko." 

Great, just perfect. The door opened and | faltered. | didn't want to go in. Chris still scared me so much. It was 
clear he didn't really like me. | was a major inconvinience to him. He'd made that pretty clear. Against my 
better judgement | stepped into the office. 

No one was here. Who opened the door? This room was decorated dark red. A couch was across the way. It 
matched the walls. Books lined one wall and at the end of the room was a desk. | seated myself on the couch, 
perching on the edge, feeling out of place. My eyes roved round the room. 

And landed on the bookcase. There was a snowglobe in-between the books. It was so pretty. | got up and walked 
over till | was in front of it. Inside the glass sphere was a small figure of a woman. She had no features except 
for being in a dress and her little head was angled to the side. On the side of the glass was a monster, looking 
in at the woman. 

The two of them were either in a really heated staring match or were two lovers seperated by the glass. | 
really wasn't expecting something like this to belong to someone like Chris. | reached up and traced a hand down 
the glass, being careful not to leave smudges. 


"Shall we add touching other people's things to the list of greivances about you, Junko?" 


| shrieked and whipped my hands away when Chris spoke from behind me. He was literally inches from me and | 
stumbled backwards. He chuckled at my shocked expression 


"Holy crap, you scared me." | yelped. 
"Given that reaction, it would seem obvious." He replied, sitting on the couch. 
| lowered my tensed shoulders, but stayed rooted to the spot. My eyes went back to the snow globe. 


Its really pretty." | murmured, and then glanced at him. 


“Small talk, Junko?" He leaned back, still observing me. 

"I never really know what to say to you." | replied, lowering my gaze. 

"Evidently." He chuckled again 

| noticed he looked a little tired. His eyes were closed and he'd rested his head against the back rest of the 
couch. With his neck exposed, | could see the tattoos there and they trailed below his shirt to places my eyes 
couldn't see. When | thought about it | blushed. 


"You wanted to speak to me?" | said, stepping a little closer. 


"It would seem that Keith and the others feel you are an asset so | will trust their judgement," He said, simply. 


His eyes opened again and he glared at me. "You are free to come and go as you please." 

"T-thank you. Are you ok?" | asked, not for small talk this time, but because he seemed tired. 

Those dark eyes observed me for a few seconds and he seemed to be thinking. | looked away again and waited. 
If he didn't want to be friends then fine. | guess | was cool with that. Why should it matter? It shouldn't. It 
didn't. Seriously, brain, it doesn't. 


"lm fine. You should go now," He replied, the ghost of a smile appearing on his lips. | nodded and started to walk 
away. "| agree, Junko. The snowglobe is pretty. It's fragile, like you." 


| glanced back at those words. Only when | shut the door did | realise he had said | was fragile and pretty. My 
cheeks burned with the realisation. Then | felt guilt. | liked Hunter. | had always liked Hunter, but Hunter had 
never liked me. He'd always made it obvious. For some reason my heart was pounding. My hands were shaking. 
| walked down the stairs and down the hallway and nearly walked into Tris. She didn't look angry, just pleased. 
"Hello Junko," She smiled, brightly. "If you'll follow me, please.” 

She walked next to me and seemed unaware of my inner turmoil. My brain and heart were warring. What's 
worse is they were warring over two people who had no interest in me. When would | actually like someone 
that liked me back? I'd probably be that lady in her forties with fifteen cats. Mom would have been so 
disappointed. 


We got to a room and she stopped, sitting at a desk. She handed me a black wrist band. | knew what it was 


immediately and accepted. My life would never be normal again now. 


‘For you," Tris smiled. "Your next mission will be with Andy and Ashley. | believe you've met Andy already." 


Yeah, | sure had. | clipped the bracelet round my wrist and said goodbye to Tris. | went back to the foyer, 


glancing back towards the hallway where Chris’ office was. Was | seriously hoping to see him again? 
Hands covered my eyes and the world faded into darkness. 

"Guess who?" Keith's voice said. 

"I know it's you, Keith." | said, sounding petulant. 

"Aw, you're no fun" He grumbled, removing his hands. 


| turned round. His trousers were the same as Andy's, in the sense that | thought he'd spray painted them on. 


Demons sure were weird. | fiddled with the bracelet. | had no idea how to work it to get home. 

"How do you work this dumb thing?" | said. 

"Come here before you break it and I'll show you." He replied. 

| held my arm out and his cold hands touched the bracelet, pressing the panels on it. The pressure exploded 
behind my eyes and when | opened them | was back outside the college. | checked my phone to find it was 
fifteen minutes before my class. | would never get used to that. 

"Have fun studying.” Keith grinned. 

"Thanks. I'll try." | replied, mustering up a weak smile. 

"You ok? You're not gonna puke again, are you?" He asked. 

"No. I'm cool" | smiled a little more, trying to seem real. 

| waved and walked up the stairs. Students were heading to class. | walked by Liam and he smiled, winking at me. 
| couldn't help but smile at Liam. | hadn't seen Collette yet. | hoped she was ok. | noticed Victoria chatting with 
her friends. 


"Can you believe he'd do that?" She was speaking in an angry whisper. 


She could have been talking about anyone. Why did | get the sense she was talking about Hunter? | guessed 


they'd match their relationship up and continue on their merry way. 
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My classes went along as usual and | scribbled down my coursework. | hadn't seen Collette all day. Instead I'd 


eaten lunch with Liam, his boyfriend and their friend, Sara. | hadn't seen Hunter either. | made my way back to 


the dorm and noticed a familiar figure in black by my dorm. Andy. 

| strolled over and he saw me. He walked over to meet me half-way. We ended up in the cafe down the street. 
"Told you, we'd see eachother again" He grinned 

"Yeah, you weren't kidding." | agreed. 


‘Ok, | guess | should fill you in on our mission," Andy said, sipping the coffee. "Do you know where Penbroke 
trail is?" 


| did know. Penbroke was a a hiking route that went through the forest at the edge of town. It was said to be 
a favourite camping area and very romantic. People from the campus parked their cars there and would hike 
up the mountain and do things. 

"'ve heard of it" | replied. 

"Is a make-out spot, isn't it?" Andy asked, smirking. 


"W-what, well maybe." | said, hating how my mind though of someone that wasn't Hunter. 


"It is. | could tell by your face. So, how many guys have you been up there with? Or girls, if that's your 
thing?" 


"W-well, you know. A very high number.” 
"Is that number zero? It is, isn't it." 


| pouted at Andy and he raised a brow. A habit he seemed to have developed over time. He seemed to do so 
without realising. He also seemed incapable of not speaking. We were opposites in every sense. 


"Anyways, the mission?" | said, distracting him. 


"Oh yeah, | can tease you later. Did you know a grand total of five people per year have been wandering off 
and then being found dead by the park's reservationists?" Andy asked. 


Five people a year? Every year?" | replied. 


"Every year for the past ten years. These a sane, not suicidal people, falling to their deaths." Andy said, 
drumming his fingers on the table. He'd already torn the napkins to pieces. 


"That's crazy." | whispered. 


"Yep, and this weekend, you, me and Ash are gonna find out why." He grinned. 


Great, a camping trip with Andy. It would be like a dream come true. | groaned and rested my head on the 
table. 


"We're going camping." | wanted to check. 


"Yep, we're going camping. The other agents couldn't find anything on the trail, but Chris thinks only humans 
are affected by it” Andy said. 


Well, this ought to be a barrel of laughs. 


Night Six 


By the time Saturday arrived, | was no closer to seeing Collette. | had knocked her door that morning and 
gotten no answer. | felt like an interloper so | walked away. | had gotten up early in order to meet Andy at the 


cafe. 


In the harsh light of day | was definitely aware of everything that had happened over the past twenty-four 
hours. In fact my brain had kept me awake most of the night. I'd thought of Hunter like | usually did. My 
dreams of him were all hand-holding and old timey romance where he was Mister Darcey and | was Elizabeth. 


After a while though he'd morph into someone else. 

His height would change, hair would grow and I'd find myself thinking of Chris. Hunter seemed a distant 
memory. | simply couldn't get over it. I'd spent most of high school thinking of Hunter and dreaming about him 
asking me out and now it felt like he was being shunted out. 

| left the dorms and made my way across the quad. The Autumn sun was losing its heat and Winter was 
definitely round the corner. The campus looked so pretty though. The leaves were starting to coat the ground 
in yellows and reds like a carpet. There weren't many students around this morning. 

| arrived at the cafe with time to spare and saw Andy waiting outside. He was smoking, leaning against the 
railing. As | got closer | noticed he was with another guy. This guy was slightly shorter than Andy. His hair 
was longer. Andy saw me first and threw the cigarette away, practically skipping over. 


"Good Morning, Junko." He grinned. 


How was he so happy first thing in the morning? | managed a sleepy smile and Andy swooped in, hugging me. 
Someone had no boundaries. The other guy cleared his throat and Andy dragged me over. 


"Junko, this is Ashley." 


| raised my hand in a wave and Ashley smiled. On closer inspection i noted his eyes were brown, almost like 


Chris' but without the crimson edge. Just what | needed this weekend. 

"Hey, Junko. Good to meet you." Ashley grinned 

"Im gonna get coffee before the boss shows up.” Andy said, mounting the steps to the cafe. 

At his words, my face heated up. Chris was coming here. | wasn't mentally prepared. | turned towards a car 
and checked my face in the chrome side. This was awful. | looked like a sixteen year old still. | hadnt magically 


matured in the night. 


"You look nervous," Ashley noted. "Care to share." 


"l-i, no, mornings are, um." | stammered. 

"Right. And how long have you liked my boss in that way?" Ashley asked. 

"N-no, you don't understand" | had been caught. 

"Relax, | won't say a word. This demor's lips are sealed. Besides it's kinda cute." He smirked. 

Andy reappered, handing me a polystyrene cup of coffee. Ashley accepted his and sniffed it. Then whined that 
it wasn't Starbucks. Andy dismissed him with a wave of his hand. Time ticked by and my nerves were like 
bacteria, multiplying until | felt sick. 

Chris soon appeared. He walked round the corner. Today was Saturday so he was dressed a lot more casually. 
He was wearing skinny jeans and a hoodie, a black beanie was on his head and he was wearing a pair of 
sunglasses. | 

stared at my coffee in order to be cool. 


"Morning, boss." Ashley smiled, elbowing me. 


Andy was shoving bags into the car. He waved and slammed the boot shut, joining us. Chris glanced at me and | 


managed to look at him for approximately one second. He lowered his glasses. 
"Morning, Junko." He grinned. 


The way he said my name made my knees tremble. | mumbled an obviously nervous good morning back. | could 
sense Ashley next to me, evidently enjoying the show. Andy seemed oblivious to the whole thing. 


"We're ready to go." Andy said. 


"Good. If there are any problems then contact Tris. She'll be available at all hours. Should you need any back- 
up then Roger is free this weekend as is Stevie." Chris replied 


"Awesome. We'll be in touch in any case." Ashley stated. 


"Another thing," Chris said, before the two demons went to leave. "It is important that Junko is protected as 


much as possible. No harm must come to her." 


Andy nodded, squeezing my shoulder reassuringly. Ashley, meanwhile, smirked at my dumbstruck expression 


Chris nodded and the two of them walked towards the car. | hesitated. 


"You look better today. l-i hope you're ok" | murmured. 


‘ll be fine, Junko. If you need me, your bracelet can contact me directly." He replied, smiling. 


"O-ok, thanks," | said. Quick brain, think of something to say. Something witty. Something flirty like Collette. "I-i'll 
miss you" Gah, what the heck? Why'd | say that? Stupid, stupid brain. 


| heard Ashley snort out a laugh at that. | stepped back, hoping to avoid possible embarrassment. | couldn't 
believe I'd said that. What a thing to blurt out. 


Ill miss you too, Junko," Chris chuckled. "Two days without you stammering and not looking at me will feel like 


torture." 


| felt the heat rise in my face. | glanced at him to find he'd removed his glasses and was smirking at me. He 


was joking. He was messing with me, | realised and | managed a shy smile. 


"W-well, bye." | said, turning and clambering into the back seat. 
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We had driven half-way out of town and Ashley turned to face me from the passenger seat. He was grinning 


again. 
‘lll miss you? Seriously, Junko?" He laughed. 
"Please just drop it. | didn't mean it. | was on the spot" | shot back. 


Andy was turning the car down the street towards the edge of town that led onto the highway. He was trying 


to concentrate and not laugh at the same time. 

"I've never seen Chris smile like that." Andy chimed in 

"I know. He's always grumpy and moody," Ashley grinned. "It's Junko. She's softening him." 

"N-no, | didn't" | protested. 

The drive was just Ashley teasing me and | quickly found out he liked turning innocent sentences into dirty 
puns and laughing when | blushed Andy drove into the reservation and we found a parking spot. There were a 
few cars here already. A camper van was parked across the way and a couple were sitting by a BBQ. 

Across the way in a clearing was a children's play area. A couple of boys were on the swings. The car park led 


out towards a little cafe made of distressed wood and next to that was a cute, little gift shop. On the other 
side was a trail, leading through the woods | guessed that's where we'd be going. 


| clambered out and started helping Andy unload the car. He gave me my bag and nothing else. | guessed he 
didn't mind doing the carrying. He practically threw Ashley's bag at him and laughed when Ashley threw the 
empty coffee cup at him. 

| picked up the cup, throwing it in the bin, not wanting to give the park reservationists a reason to evict us. 
Andy slammed the boot and locked the car. | followed him as we walked down the pathway and through another 
clearing, clearly designated for campers. We set up our little area, just down from a group of girls and boys. 
"We need to look like average college students partying" Ashley said, when | queried the location 

"Hey guys," One of the guys from the group across the way wandered over. 


"Hey man, what's up?" Andy grinned. 


"Noticed you guys didn't bring any kegs. You're welcome to share ours," The guy said, smiling. "I'm Austin, by 
the way." 


‘I'm Ashley, this is Andy," Ashley smiled "And this is Junko." 


| waved from my spot, setting up my tent. | was fairly good at it after camping a lot with the Girl Guides in 
middle school. Austin seemed like a nice guy. He was about Ashley's height and had shoulder length brown hair. 


He had a shark-fin necklace on. Clearly he was a surfer. He looked like one that would appear in a movie. 
"Good to meet you all" Austin grinned. 


Thankfully, he didn't seem that interested in me. | was glad of that. | finished my tent and helped Andy whilst 
Ashley and Austin chatted. 


"Thanks, Junko." Andy smiled. 

"You're welcome." | replied. 

We set up a fire and sat down once the tents were assembled. | glanced at my bracelet and smiled a little. 
Ashley was across the way, cooking on the make-shift BBQ. They might not have bought beer, but Andy and 
Ashley had bought a lot of food. | was kinda glad there was no alcohol. | didn't drink. Never had, apart from at 
my cousin's wedding. 

"We're gonna take a walk up the route in a bit" Andy said, and | nodded. 

Once we'd eaten Ashley asked Austin to keep an eye on our stuff. The younger guy agreed and we set off. The 


path weaved round and the trail sloped up a hill. We walked up there and came to the top of a hill. The drop 
from the hill was quite steep. | stared down then felt sick so looked away. 


The day was already slowly turning to dusk. Ashley walked to the far side of the hill and looked across the 
forest. No one was up here yet. | couldn't see any ghosts or anything spooky. We stayed there for a little 
while, just searching. We came up empty. Eventually, giving up and going back down 


Ashley went and chatted with Austin and his friends when we got back. Meanwhile, Andy stayed with me, 
sitting by the fire. We were quiet for a few minutes until Andy broke the silence. 


"So, you can see ghosts?" He asked. 
"Yeah, it would seem that way." | replied. 


"Normally humans can only see them when someore close to them dies or they percieve death," Andy stated. 


"So, which is it for you?" 


| had never been dead before so the only thing that | could think of was something only a few people close to 


me knew. The college knew and were very understanding. 
"Well, my parents passed away when | was six." | said, and Andy looked shocked. 
"Junko, I'm so sorry." He murmured, seeming genuinely contrite. 


"IFs fine. Don't look so sad. It doesn't suit you," | laughed a little. "We were in the car. A drunk guy hit the 


driver's side. Dad died instantly. Mom was crushed." 
"You were in the car too?" Andy asked, but he already knew. 


"Y-yeah, | was in the back. They had to remove the roof to get me out, but all | had were some scratches." | 


mumbled. 

"Junko, l'm- | just can't belive that happened to you." Andy shook his head. 

| waved him off. | had flashes of memories from that time. I'm remember vague details like sitting in the 
hospital, crying. They'd got a nurse to sit with me and hold my hand. | couldn't really recall when Mom had 
died. Was it the same day or the day after? 

My Mom's sister, Auntie Makoto came to get me from the hospital. She was distressed too, but had pulled 
herself together for my sake. We cried on the way home though. I'd lived with her right up until | came to 
college. I'd used money my parents left to pay my tuition fees. The money was fine, but | would have traded it 
all to have my parents back. 


"Don't worry, Andy. I'm glad we talked about it" | smiled, and he did too. 


"Cool. Let's talk about something more light-hearted," He replied. "So, you and Chris, eh?" 


Yep, this was way worse. | shuffled nervously now. | would have spoken about anything other than this. 
Anything at all. The weather, that awesome tree over there, even Ashley making out with some girl across 


the way. 

"He hates me." | stated, automatically 

"No, he doesn't. He seems to be warming up to you" Andy said 

He glanced up and seemed to notice Ashley making out with the girl too and sighed. He stood and politely 
excused himself. | was left sitting by the fire. Dusk had well and truely settled now and | heard the commotion 


as Andy helped a very drunk Ashley back to our area. | got up and opened my tent, crawling inside. 


We hadn't found anything today. What if we didn't? | guessed these falls could be attributed to freak accidents. 
| could hear Andy talking to someone. He was being awfully sweet so | assumed he was using his bracelet to 


talk his girlfriend. Ashley must have gone to sleep. | wasn't surprised. 
| checked my phone and texted Collette to ring me. | knew Liam would be spending tonight with his boyfriend so 
| didn't want to bother him. | sat and waited for Collette to ring and when she didn't, | phoned her. The phone 
rang until it cut to voicemail. Was she avoiding me? | set the phone down and set my head in my hands. With a 
sudden burst of courage, | lifted my arm to look at the bracelet. 

Keith had worked it yesterday. | pressed one panel and it bought up Tris' contact details on a holographic 
screen. This thing was so advanced. Humans could only dream of this tech. | pressed the next panel and saw 
Chris’ details. 

Should | really ring him, or whatever this device did? He was probably only telling me | could contact him 
directly just to set my mind at ease. He obviously didn't want me to do so. | paused and listened to Andy's 
hushed conversation | didn't want to bother him. | lifted my finger and found | could touch the hologram. 


| pressed the name and a circle appeared on the hologram. It began to cycle round like how a YouTube video 


loads. | was amazed by this. | didn't have long to be amazed though. 

"Hello? Junko?" Chris sounded confused 

'U-um, yeah its me. Just updating you on stuff" | murmured. | heard him chuckle. 
"Are you ok?" He asked 

"Y-yeah, Andy's talking to someone,” | paused, biting my lip. "And Ashley's passed out" 


"He get drunk again?" Chris said, and | guessed this happened often. 


"Yeah, he did" | replied 

"And you're all alone now." He said, and | could hear the amusement in his tone. 

| made a vague sound of agreement and shuffled nervously. Was this a bad idea? Yep, it was the worst idea to 
do this. He probably didn't want to talk to me. He'd said he could take or leave my company so he surely 


wouldn't want to converse with me. 


"I know you probably don't want to chat with me, but I'm kinda lonely right now." | said, really quickly, aware | 
was being slightly snarky. 


"Why would you assume | don't want to speak to you?" Chris asked. Oh great, I'd annoyed him. 
"Because you're all scary and stuff." | laughed when | said the word scary in a slightly deeper voice. 


Chris must have found it funny becuase | heard him laugh again. | smiled at the sound. A chill raced through 
my body. 


"If l'm so scary then why are you contacting me, Junko?" He murmured, tone causing me to blush. 
"l-i, no reason" | replied. 


The night was starting to become really cold. | shuddered a little at the sudden dip in temperature. | was 


reminded that it would be October in a week's time. 

"Cold?" Chris' voice snapped me back to reality. 

"Y-yeah, it's chilly here," | whispered, stifling a yawn. "| liked seeing you in casual clothes today." 

"Well, | liked seeing you in a dress." He replied. 

My eyes widened and | stared down at my green, woolen style dress. It was a mint colour with a row of 
decorative buttons down the front. It had been a present from my Auntie last Christmas. I'd thrown it on this 
morning in an effort to appear presentable as well as plaiting my hair. 

"U-um, I'm not sure what to say to that." | mumbled, toying with the buttons on the dress. 

"You could take it that | think you're pretty." He murmured. 

My throat closed up and | thought really hard to try and say something clever. Was he really saying this? It 
felt like a dream. A nasty part of my mind giggled and mocked me, saying that he was being friendly. The 


compliments were just politeness. | was still an annoying human that had interfered with a mission and 


interloped on his time. | pretty much interloped on everyone's time. 


"l-i should get some sleep. Lots of stuff to do." | said, wiping my eyes, sniffling a litte. 


Pathetic. | was totally pathetic. As if someone like Chris would even look at me. | was short for my age and had 
a round face. This made me look child-like despite just turning twenty-one. 


"Ok, be careful," He sounded resigned | was about to cancel the communication when he spoke again. "Junko, l'll 


miss you." 
"IIl miss you too." | replied, taking a shuddering breath. 


| cancelled the communication after that and sighed, smiling a little. A noise outside disturbed me and | whirled 


round, ready to confront the evil outside my tent. 

"No, you hang up first." Ashley laughed, and | groaned. 

Had he heard the entire conversation? There was no clear confirmation of that yet. 

"Chris and Junko sitting in a tree. K-I-S-S-." Ashley only got so far. 

"Ash, l'm trying to fucking sleep." Andy snapped. 

"All right fine, stroppy-pants." Ashley giggled. 

| rolled my eyes at that. Unfurling my sleeping bag, | opened my bag and removed my PJs, changing into them 


and slipping into the sleeping bag. My view of the tent roof was uninspiring, but | smiled then. | felt my heart 
flutter. | clung to that feeling even as | fell asleep. 


